1834]             Letters to Madame Hanska.
blunders in the first two 12mo volumes of the "Mec de canapagne." That makes rne desperate. How-we will take them out. The work shall, some da^ perfect. I was ill for two days after he showec those blunders. They are real. We are washin: between us "La Peau de Chagrin." There must b faults left on that edition. Add to all this m anxieties, which will not leave me tranquil till Jam 1835, and there you have all the secrets of my There is one about which T do not speak to you. ' one is the very spring of my life; it is my azure hea my hope, my courage, my strength, my star; it i that one cannot tell, but it is that which you will dr It is the oleander, the rose-bay tree, a lovely : adored beneath it, the twilight hour, a revery!
Adieu; I return to my furrow, my plough, my g and I shout to my oxen, "Hue!"   I am just now wr: the death- of Madame   Claes.    I write to you bet that scene of sorrow entitled the Death of a Mother, the chapter entitled, Devotions  of Youth.    Reme] this.    Remember that between these two chapters greeting,  your letter,  full of friendship, came to me back a little courage and drive away a thou gloomy phantoms.     There you  were,   shining   lil star.
The happy husband, no longer coquebin Spachrn will bind the manuscript which you must put with of "Eugenie Grandet." As for that of the "Duel and mine) can do nothing to allay her wounds? Oh! madame, if deathe Humaine " wrote these spurious letters.
